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Whether the Princess had loved Mourakin then was
another matter, beyond finding out. Probably not
Norton considered. And, of course, the tragedy was a
very common one, familiar to every age, every country
even station of life. What was of interest, at the
moment, was the knowledge that Mourakin still loved
the Princess, that she was a fever in his blood, a bitter-
ness that was almost certainly the inspiration of his
Liberalism. . . .

In his study, where Willy was generally to be found
at this hour of the day with a book, an armchair and
a blazing fire, there was to-day no Willy to be seen.
Sacks, who had apparently been doing some tidying
in the room, was gliding out as Norton approached.
Sacks -looked queer, unhappy, as though he were
afraid to trust himself to speak.

Norton wondered if the man were ill, or in some
trouble.

"What's the matter, Sacks?" he called after him.

Sacks paused.  "Nothing, sir."

"I thought you looked upset/'

"Yes, sir.  The English papers, sir------"

He suddenly walked off, leaving his announcement
unfinished. Norton frowned. On the table in the study
was a pile of newspapers, evidently newly arrived
from England. They had not been there when he had
left. He wished Willy wouldn't open the papers when
they came. He must speak to the boy about it. One
of them was open now, untidily flung down across the
table.

He dragged off his gloves, sank down on to a chair,
pulled the paper towards him. It was then that a
familiar name, at the top of the printed sheet, struck
him like a sharp blow between the eyes.